BY ORDER OF THE SHAH

Potent Prince Rustam, who was forty cubits high, and
died at the age of eleven hundred and thirteen!

We crossed a plain covered with wild liquorice, anticipa-
ting emblems of a faded glory, until Rumi shook us from
our day-dreams.

"I have mislaid the road," he said blandly.

With more than three hundred miles to motor that day,
we were unable to retrace our steps, and had no recourse
but to drive on. We sped through villages and fields, and
past desolate khans, their square mud walls turreted at
the corners, the huts within rudely thatched with straw
secured with more mud.

"This way," said Rumi reflectively, "now deserted
and peaceful, echoes to the tread of centuries, for the
great Persepolis and Susa lay on the annual high road of
the Kings of Kings* Always trod they this plain, yea,
even in the days of Esther, when letters were sent by riders
on horseback, mules, Camels, and young dromedaries.
Alas, the pilgrim road has now gone dull from the lack of
the feet of captives to polish it."

Dull? We did not contradict him, but round a bend
lurched a bright blue motor char-a-banc. We almost
expected the label to say Ditchling, Plumpton, Lewes;
but it was inscribed in Persian, and filled with workmen-
Before the smothering dust had cleared away we nearly ran
into a flock of fat-tailed sheep, plump and well-liking,
moving slowly towards hills which assumed a spurious
velvety quality in the winter sunlight. Upon the lower slopes
labourers ploughed within a few yards of each other. The
land was scrubby with small bushes. Here and there men
dug, two to each spade, one wielding the long handle and
the other pulling the loaded blade towards him with a chain.

Across the plateau came the faint sound of camel
bells, ceaselessly jingling their time-worn history.

We came to Sa'adatabad, a big village shaded by fine
old trees, autumn leaves cluttering our way as in an English
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